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A NEW BALLAD, 
To a Merry Old Tune. 


: I. | 
FANOMNE, liſten to the Pranks I tell 
Of reverential Jo, 

Thy Annals, F-fb-rt-n, to ſwell, 
Where Felons meet their Woe. 
His worthleſs Fame I aim to ſing, 


Who fits Offenders for the String, 


With a fa la la la la. 


II. 

For Lying and Romance his Dad 
Notorious was to all, | 
And this diſtinguiſh'd Name he had, 

Jo. Hyperbolical. | 
To little Tricks he bent his Mind, 
To greater Sins the Son inclin'd, 


With a fa la la la la. 


III. 

Bull-dogs, the Bull to bait, he wean'd, 
And thence his Fierceneſs drew, 
His handy Broom the Stable clean'd, 
His Bruſh japann'd the Shoe. 
But Dogs and Horſes Men efteem 
Much more than Jo; a Beaſt to them 
Miib à ſa la la la la. 


8 IV. 
To Imprecations, Oaths and Lyes, 
He took an early bent, 
By Dangers, then, to make him wiſe, 
The Boy to Sea was ſent. 
But he return'd by far more baſe, 
Not void of Lice, but void of Grace, 
With a fa la la la la. 


V. 
In vain the Birch in Brine was dipt, 
At School, to mend his Deeds, 
Perverſe he grew by being whipt, 
- As cropping ſtrengthens Weeds. 
For Oxferd, ſoon, this hopeful Wit, 
Miſtaken Bounty thought, was fit, 
. MWiha ſa la la la la. 
. a 
Preparing for the holy Box, 
He got a buxom Jade, 
Whom firſt he ſeaſon'd with the P—, 
She many a College Blade, | 
Whom he perſuaded to the Snare, 
That they might ſeaſon'd be by her, 
| With a fa la la la la. 


Sedition ſowing wide abroad, 


VII 


No Soul diſeas'd for Cure can truft 


This Quack- Divine, but thoſe 
Who are by Law condemned firſt 
'Their forfeit Lives to loſe. 
Thoſe Prieſts in vain pretend to ſhow 


Heav'n's Way, that in it never go, 
With a fa la la la la. 
04 VIII. 
Unto the Malefactors, once, 
He did eſſay to preach; 
But ah ! fo drunken was the Dunce, 
He falter'd in his Speech. 
To Brother-Culprits was the Scoff, 
So Porters bore the Parſon off, 
| 855 With a fa la la la la. 


IX. 


His Jaws malignant are with Lyes 
And ſpiteful Slander hung; 


And ev'ry leud and ſhameleſs Vice 
Pollute his Heart and Tongue. 
The Hornpipe, with laſcivious Air, 
He jigs, to win the bluſhing Fair 28. 
With a fa la la la la. 

X. 
Each of his brawny Calves, he ſwears, 
Six Boys and Girls contains, 
His rampant Luft, the Virgin fears, 
The Matron's Virtue ſtains, 
At M—If—4, and the Country round, 


His baſtard Progeny abound, 
| With a fa la la la la. 


XI. 
To ſhew his Love to Mother-Church, 
He rails at King and People ; 
And Venom, from his Preaching-perch, 
Vents, to exalt the Steeple ; 


Traitor alike to King and God, 


With a fa la la la la. 
XII. | 
For Faith he dips his Pen in Gall, 
In Hopes himſelf to raiſe ; 
Tho? he's an Atheiſt known to all, 
At leaſt by all his Ways. 
But when for Faith the 5M writes, 
Who diſbelieve are Sodomites, 
| | With a fa la la la la. 


SARUM: Printed for MARGARET SYMONS. 1747. | 
47 This Ballad will north be republiſhed, with explanatory Notes and curious Anecdotes relative to the SUBJECT. 
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